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FOOLS/ IMBECILES/ WHY MUST YOU 
DRAG US FORTH ? WE SUFFER THE 
TORTURES OF THE DAMNED/ DO NOT 
TROUBLE US WITH YOUR PROBLEMS' 




MEDICAL RESEARCH DISCOVERS treatment for 

ipa&aiPiLss 



Acne, Blackheads, and 

other externally caused Skin Blemishes 



DON'T LET UGLY PIMPLES 
BLEMISH YOUR PERSONALITY 
RUIN YOUR CONFIDENCE 
OR SPOIL YOUR TALENTS! 



DO YOU (eel your skin is hold- 
ing buck your chances for 
popularity . . . for tnccess? Arc you 
afraid people whom you'd like to 
know will reject you? Thousands of 
people who fell ihc same as you— 
now have clear anraclive complex- 
ions. They've regained (heir poise 
and confidence. You can benefit 
from their experience! 

SC1ENT.F1CRESEARCH REVEALS NEGLECT 

CAUSE OF MANY SKIN TROUBLES 
Skin Special mi and Medical mimics (ell 



CAUSES Of PIMPLES AND 

BLACKHEADS SEEN THROUGH 

POWERFUL MICROSCOPE 




, Unli 



coaling which it J inch-all fm all Ionian 
mailer in rhc air. » In ™ dutu din, lint. 

openingi and block ihcm up. (hey -tan 
cauvc (he pom to become enlarged and 
therefore even more tuiceptihlc (O addi- 
tional dirt and dutt. Thete enlarged. 
blocked up porct may form hlackhradt at 
toon at die) become infer led and brine. 



of tkin blemishes. Scope Med 



:c (he immediate pceteni < 



their appcarjme and eompli 

linue i>n through adulthood. In (hit tla| 

of life, ihe rctnontihilitici nl earning 

living and meeting peop' 

you are to climb (he lad 

your job. It it doubly imponani (o gin 

your ikin problcmt tmmrJuH eon. Phy 

more difficult (o cleai up. And. (here i: 
no belter lime 10 get piinplet under ton 
irul (bin NOW! 



Labnrai 



■t give, u 



,n.l,„ v 



rntific lain regard- 
ing nunc unngniiy pimplei. Uigh-now. 
ered lentei ibow your tkin contiitt nl tev 
era! outet layeri. Proiecling Through (hit 
cpidemii). .ire bain, [he duett ol (he weal 

V 



..ill :.■!! t, 

,.lu-. bell 
Irum Ihc . 



Hid pliihle. 



PIMPLES AND 







ng ba 
n aiuiciaicu with externally 

ted pimplet, h lark head i and 



t acting to cemovc 
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Ht or inlerioriiy. Make (hit you 6n 

.p ." ill.- dirnnun ol j i Icar iOmp!< in' 

Id tkin ibai'l lovable 10 kilt and Kmcl 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR 

double youa money rack 

"c make (hit gtiaranleed i.rtcr hrcauK I 
lany uteri of Scope Medimed Skin fo 



Tying retultt than you etcr dreamed pot- 
way by (he improved condition and gen 
era) appearance of iour .km IN |t 1ST !0 
DAYS limply return the unu«d portion 
and wc - .11 refund not ,ui( (he price yuu 
paid r hut DOUBLE YOUR MONEY 

aid ur take alt lh, r»l' We want all , 

,-: .1 !!. -.h. ■■ ■. ■ ,- . :! ■ :.:• 

tonality you mighr tie and (o help end J 
reach higheM tuccett pottiNc in hutlnei' 
Now you can give yourwlf new hope and 
bring back thai happy poyoui feeling of 
confidence, poite and popularity! 
HOW YOU CAN GET THE SCOl'E 
IWAY "COVER-UP" ACTION AND ' 
MEDICATED SON TREATMENT 
WITHOUT DELAY! 
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i. 11.10. Cany 



T. ErJvf.d ai Saeond Clou m. 
Mnltd In U.S.*. 



Mill'l PRODUCTS CO. IKpr ami 
I Orchard S(ree(. New York. N. Y. Br 

plain package. When potiman deliver* (he 
package, pay only SI 91" plus pcMagc. Cr 
tend S2.no now and we pay pouagc. No 

DOUBLE REFUND GUARANTEE 
Don't delay, lend for the Scope Medic arod 
Skin trcalmeni wiih in ip nil "tovef-up' 
action . . . today! Sorry no Canadian or 
foreign COJJ.fi 

Hion, 1*3 PmH St. Maridan. Com. MIWW una 







f OTHERS 7 YOU MEAN CAROLS.' 


! rHANK' ■ i-of- TUB 0CRAICH, 






/ YOU PREFER THAT MILKY- "* 








r SKINNPO. SUJE-6YEO CLINGING 








VIN6 TO ME! OUT I LOVE — -- 


i JUST DON'T CARE 1 






. AND TELL THE j 








to ■'Om » -o t ^^ 


^ OTHERS ' ^ 


_ RB1URN OR X'LI ^L 










KMT A/HAZIHG $l<n 're SPCU 
ttt.THt CAl-PEOPie Wf#6 
1 ANIMALS.' 



A» T«ff CATS R*C*5 «?» 

Wi GAvews em ano 

7WE wmfft/nfl -MJM3l«.Tne 

a«CAT iool tot reseo . . 




(US NO LONGER JEWELS.' THE CROWN- 
n-S BEEN TRANSFORMED INTO RUSTED 
IRON' LOOK AT FEliA'S HANO--TURNEO 
rMTO A PANTHER'S CLAW " 




AnO SO DAN LAYTTOn AMO CAffOLB C*OY0*N WfWT SACK 

TO CIVILIZATION. WMCRfi LlfE '9 AHLWC tWOgR UVAHO* Bt M . 
BUI NeiTMCtt WILL CVER FORGET TWe CRfATV«£ WHO 

was Twe ewl m/gw PR/esrese op rum 

JUNGLE CAT- PffOAt* / 
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TRUE 1W of tlie 



\N THE TEAR tell. A BOLD HIGHVtAVMAN NAMED POStR. 
PIKE WAS VICTIMIZING RlCH TRAVELERS ENTERlNa TMt 
CITI OP LONOON. PEOPLE CAME TV FEAR THE $OUSO 
OF H'S BLACK HORSE'S HOOFS. AS HE GALLOPED 
FROM A PLACE OF CONCEALMENT TO HOLD UP MS 
VICTIMS. ONE AUTUMN OAT, THE COACH FOR LONDON 
WAS SUODENLY HALTED BY THE 
DARING HIGHWAYMAN... 




WHA., * A GHOSTLY RIOCR ON A BLACK HORSe 
r.AClNG RIGHT THROUGH TRAFFIC, UNHARMED ! 
.OOKS LIKE THAT OLD HIGHWAY/WAN i RKAO 
ABOUT... THE ONE WHO ALWAVS R060EO h 
VICTIMS ON KING'S HIGHWAY.' 




WHAT STRANGE POWER 
GRANTED THOMAS 
TRILBY THE: VISION OF 
roger PIHB , WHOSE 
SPIRIT HAUNTED HIS 
FAVORITE HOLOUP 
SITE? IS THE GHOST 
OF PIKE STILL 
-TRAVELING THE 
KING'S HIGHWAY* 
A<5 HE HAD VOWEO 
IN COUNT. THE OAY 
HC WAS CONDEMNED 
TO HANG* JUST 
ANOTHER UNEXPtAlNED 
MYSTERY IN THE 
ANNAlS OF THE. 

Supernatural, i 



'AIL MA/iNER OF WTCMEF Ann n '"15 TBMORUSO 
Mi SUBJECTS TV THBPOiNI WHERE 1 CUJLO 
NO LONGER STANO IT.' KNOWING 
MAGIC. £ DELVED OEBPLf INTO THE OCCULT. 




45 &L TVflNEO M6f AFTE* PAGE 
RtAOING OFF TMf INCANTATIONS. UN- 
SEEN spectres -nwse 

ftWfS. RELEASED Bi THE MAGICAL 
SOOTH- SAYINGS ... 



AND SO GtL R£AO ON. OBUVlOOS "V WW 

horror he was releasing ww \ 

every woro.' from the dungeons. 

from the ba7tlemen7s. povrco 

the m'nions of satan... 





TGH! LOOK A11HAT INSCRIPTION' Li— r * 
VTHKRt S TUB ANSWER/ _^ Jj , 
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S ARE STRANGE THINGS. ANO TALES HAVE BE EH 
' TOJ.O OF OOO INCIDENTS WHICH WOULD SEEM 70 SEA* 
OUT ThB POSSIBILITY OF CURSES COMING TRUE. FOR. 

Example, here is the stvrv op a pearl necklace 
that brought 7rageoy anoterror to two women. 

IN 1620. TWO PRINCESSES OF A Royal EUROPEAN 
FAfJIILV MET IN THEIR FATHER'S THRONE ROOM,, 
ANO a VIOLENT quarrel ENSUEO-.. 





THEHIMALAYAS, TEN IhOUSANB FEET A\ 
* CULTURE ISOLATED FROM THE WORLD FOR HUNDREDS OF YEARS, SILENT, BROODING. . INTO THE HEART 
OF THE LAMA COUNTRY JOURNEYED DAN PARXHURST AND JEFF LINDLEY, WORLD FAMOUS RESEARCH TEAM 
FOR INTERNATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC, TO RECORD THE TRUE PICTURE STORY OF A STRANGE WORLD. BUT AS k 
THEY REACHED THE LAST LEG OF A THOUSAND MILE TREK, THE FIERCE MOUNTAIN ELEMENTS CLOSEO 
IN, LEAVING THEM LOST AND STRANDED _^^__^^_ 




I WILL CRUSH 
TO A PULP I 
YOWWW/ 




A FEW MORE PUNISHING BLOWS 


AND THE GIANT LAY PRONE / 


WELL, YOUR RfTfAL ^HA 


»»,»,»"! 


UGLINESS/ 00 


J THE ROYAL GAR- 


I CO TO THE \ 


f DEN 1 


NT1L WE 


MINES OR DO 


'FIND t 


SUITABLE 


YOU HAVE SOME 


JiEAST TO SLAY 


MORE PETS FOR 




B H IM^X 


ME TO PLAYJ 






WITH ?jXlt* 












fCJn 


J/ij 
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. but TOO CANT 
EXPLAIN AWAY 
THIS NECKLACE/ 
WHEN TAMAR 
DiED, she GAVE 

TTOME/LOOK 
HOW a D THIS IS 



OH.TOU PROBABLY OONT 
/REMEMBER ANYMORE.BUTtTMUSr 
f BE SOMETHING TOO PICKED OP IN 
1 A CURIO SHOP IN SINGAPORE / NOW 
/REALLY, MR PARKKURST--GRIF- 
FINS AND UNICORNS/ YOU'VE HAD 
A TERRIBLE DREAM /JUST TRY TO 
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LAND OF DOLLS 



1 had been trying for days to get my writers to 
come up with a good weird fantasy story, but some- 
how everything they turned out seemed to be only 
repeats on themes we had used before, and I. the 
Editor, had rejected one talc after another. When 
Mr. Mason, my publisher, asked me if the issue was 
ready for the press, 1 had to admit that 1 still lacked 
one story for the anguine. 

That if when the Boss give me that fateful order: 
"You'd better get that story by tomorrow morning, 
even if you have to write it yonrstljr 

So there I was at my desk; it was nearly midnight 
■nd I had not been able to pound out a good mystery 
story on my typewriter. I had smoked through a paik 
of cigarettes; the office was enveloped in a cloud of 
smoker half-typed pages were strewn about the floor 
with half -developed themes on them. But still my 
mind had not been able to concoct a superior mystery 
tale that would be suitable for the latest issue. 

I got up from my chair and stretched, I reached 
for another cigarette, then realized that I had already 
smoked my last one. 1 reached for my jacket, decid- 
ing to go out on the street for a few minutes, not 
only to buy cigarettes, but to pep myself up with a 
cup of hot coffee and some fresh air. 

I stood at the elevator and pushed the button. The 
dial on the wall lit un Ijttlc numbers . . . io . . . i; 
... 10 ... as (he night elevator operator brought the 
cage un to get me. I wondered what he would look 
like. I had never remained at work this late before, so 
I had never seen the night operator. 

At last it arrived. The dpors slid open ana I 
stepped into the elevator. Without a word, the man 
at the controls closed the doors, and the cage began 
to descend to the ground floor. As I leaned against 
the back wall of the elevator, 1 glanced at the back 
of i lie? elevator operator's head. He was completely 
bald, and his hairless skull had a peculiar shine to it. 
He stood there very stiffly without muttering a word. 
An involuntary chill spread up my spine. There was 
something about that figure in the opposite corner 
that brought a feeling of foreboding to my brain. 

The elevator wis going down . . . and suddenly I 
realized that the elevator was picking up speed and 
plunging ever faster . . . faster downward! I moved 
toward the operator. 

"What's happening?" I cried out. "Have you lost 
control of the machine? Why don't vou answer me?" 



T grabbed the figure by the arm and turned him 
■round to face me. The blood drained from my head! 
For I was looking not at the face of a mortal man, 
hut of a life-sized doll! Painted eyes glared at me 
from those sockets! A diabolic grin played on the 
features of (his creature! No wonder his hald head 
had such a shine on it . . . this was the head of * 
clay doll, not a human being! 

1 still could not beleve that this was happening to 
me. "Talk to me!" I shouted. "You can't be » doll 
. . . you mmi be human ... say something!" 

But the figure was speechless and the horrible grin 
on its face did not change. In a frenzy I began to 
slap him with both hands. And then a horrible thing 
happened! His clay cheeks began to crack and then 
fell in pints m the floor! AH that remained was a 
Ijnglc "I thin wires and straw' 

And still the elevator kept going downward . . . 
down into the basement of the building, through the 
foundation anil into the bowels of the earth. Then, 
there was a frightening crash, and 1 lost CMKious- 
ness! 

. . . Great sworls of light were circling my brain. 
I fought to regain my senses. I felt myself plunging 
through a maze of mist, trying to reach the strange 
bluish light somewhere in the distance. Suddenly my 
brain cleared . . . and I opened my eyes. I was lying 
on a grassy plot of ground . . . and sttctched for 
miles around were strange trees, bushes, odd plants 
and flowers , . . and queer little houses! Where was 
I ! Was this all a dream? But yet eserything seemed 
to be real . . . I awi lying there and looking at this 
strange world about me! 

Then it happened! I could distinguish small fig 
ures emerging from these strange little houses and 
start toward me. As they drew- closer, imagine my 
extreme amazement to find myself gazing at a group 
of lifelike dolls! Yes, there waa no mistaking the 
fact that these small creatures now approaching me 
were dolls, of various shapes and forms, and wearing 
a variety of clothing. There was the doll in a king's 
costume, and another a ballet dancer. There waa a 
witch dell and another dad in a devils costume! 

And then I noticed something else! Each of the 
dolls had something wrong with it. By that I mean 
one had an arm missing . . . another had last an eye 
, . . another was without a head at all, and sawdust 
crecped forth from the opened neck area! 



M the dolls had reached the point where I 
nJing, and slowly they surrounded me. 'I'iie 
-re thai was dad as a king raised a scepter it 
rying and spoke. "We have searched for you 
time, master doll-maker! You. have been 
to the land of ravaged dolls for one purpose 
repair us, so that we can return to the land 
uls and be cherished by some kind child 



and of ravaged dolls? I thought to myself! Well, 
n\ rjsc. that explained the nature of this strange 
t lad why these creatures were in such terrible 
lit ion The king-doll went on: 

■B, t/e Once lived among mortals ... we were 
J Bui hi time, we lost our heads, or an arm or 

Or an eye. Then we were thrown away inlo llie 
i heap! ITus is where damaged dolls go when 

arc no longer loved and are discarded. So. )"*, 
-maker, must repair us and take us back to your 

tr 

iere was one thing 1 was certain of . . . these 
s had mistaken my identity for someone else. 
' then I remembered the old man who had just 
itly rented an office on our floor in the sky- 
"Hugo Rejek . .'. doll maker. All kinds of 
vu what the sign had said on his door. 



Quickly I told the king-doll that his messenger, 
t is. the elevator doll, had brought the wrong man 
r land. At this, the king was enraged! 

That fool!" he cried. "Now we must send Mime- 

oe else to get the master doll-maker to come here! 

for you, you must die, for you know our scuei!" 



situation was taking a bad turn. I had to do 

fast thinking and talking! "Listen," 1 said at 

"I sympathize with you folks, and 1 think I 

help you. After all, wouldn't it be better foe you 

if you had a mortal man like myscll plead your 
ili the doll-maker and convince him to hx 
like new? I'd be happy to serve as your 




king-doll pondered this i biief moment, and 
i said, ' I believe you are right! Perhaps you, as 
ortal, can more easily persuade the master that 
request is a reasonable one! Come! We shall go 
is workshop at onccJ" 

we all headed toward a cave. One by one, we 
' arid 1' beheld the elevator on which I had 
. this macabre journey. At list we were all 
rded in. 1 moved the handle and the cage began 
rise. At first, it went up slowly. But gradually it 
ire speed . . . then suddenly, it began to 



ascend so rapidly that \ could not keep my head 
clear. Seconds later, I lost consciousness! 

... I opened my eyes and found myself it my 
desk in die office. Scattered over the floor were type- 
written pages, on which I had apparently written a 
mystery tale. 1 picked up the first page and read the 
title: "Land of Dolls". So that was it! I had written 
this strange story during the night hours, and had 
then fallen into an exhausted sleep at my desk! And 
the experience 1 thought I hid gone through was 
merely a dre-in version of the story 1 had just fin- 
ished writing! 

I left the office and headed for the elevators. I 
just had to get some coffee. And then I saw the dooi 
of the new tenant. This was the workshop of the 
doll-maker. 1 decided to pay him a visit and tell 
him the peculiar dream I had had. He might get 
some laughs out of it, I thought. 



I knocked at his door md someone said to come 
in. This guy gets to work early in the morning!" I 
said to myself. I entered the office-workshop of Hugo 
Rejek, and stopped dead in my tricks! My eyes just 
couldn't be playing tricks on me, could they? 

For there on the shelves above the workbench 
were a group of damaged dolls which were about to 
be repaired . . . a king-doll, a ballet dancer, a witch 
doll, x devil doll . .*. all those creatuics 1 had en- 
countered in my experience! 

So perhaps it wasn't a dream after all? But where 
did the finished manuscript come from, if it had 
been in actual adventure? Had I brought my little 
dolls to the workshop during the night and then 
gone into my office, written my story, and then dozed 
off? 

It was all too amazing and incredible and inex- 
plicable for me (O wrack my brains over! 

The old doll-maker turned to me with a stvnleanc] 
asked: Can 1 do something for you.' Repair a doll, 
perhaps?" 

"N-no, thanks! I just came in the wrong door . . . 
I m-mcant to go into the publishing office down the 
hall. Good day, sir!" 

1 got out of there fast and buzzed for the elevator. 
1 just couldn't come up with a logical explanation lor 
that' night's experience. Bui at least I had my story 
for the latest issue of our mystery magazine. 

All I wanted now was a cup of black coffee ... 
no, two cups! 



A rtW tEEKSLATER, ATCOVENT 

MMn,ADWr MAOEMfS DEBUT . . 


MWO/ 

iNcora/. 

A NEW 
FAOANINI / 


W MA8NIFWUE/ AAH, 
F P1EHBE , MY SON/ THE 
' WORLD IS AT TOUR jd 
f FEET/ 1 HAVE H 
L LIVED ONLY FOR j9 
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.4= 1 f/CH CHOK&dFTHi 

■CY£N SONATA DIED AWAY . . 




SRFUL/ I WAS MISTAKEN ' 

The Violin/ its tone IS 

Aw^ELED/ HA, HA/ NOW 
L NEVER SELL IT/ ^^ 
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THIS INSTRUMENT 
IS MINt / WITHOUT J 
IT I CANNOT LIVE// INSTRUMENT) 
LET 00 OF ME ■ DOWN/AIEEE/j 
BEFORE IT IS TOO I YOU ARE THE 
LATE/ MTeLOO0# SAME BEAST 
POUNDS WITH lf#W) MURDERED | 
VIOLENCE/ _^^_ THE LAST , 
OWNER/ j 





A frenzied hash brough t 
PCRftE TO HISHOME, WITH THE 
POLICE RIGHT BEHIND HIM. . . 



PIERRE/ THE ■ Y FflTHER . TAKE 
VIOLIN/ A1EEE / j THE VIOLI 
WHAT HAPPENED / PLAY FOR ME/ 
TO TOUR HAND ?, 
AND WHAT IS 
THAT POUNDING 
E OOOR? 



AS THE GOLDEN TONES SWELLED WlTH A SICKENING BLOW, THE OLD MAN | 
FROM THE VIOLIN'S THROAT, THE 





I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too, In Only 15 Minutes a Day 




LOSE WEIGHT 






Spf£du«fc 



REDUCE 



Relaxing • Soothing 
Penetrating Massage 



,j f Spot 




